He Thought We
Were Stage
Struck and Did
Allthe Talking,
‘But It Hap-
pened We Did

Want a

Job At Al

By MARGARET LEE.
HEN Betty and T were ush-

in a big leather chair, with
& manuscript
looked just a trifle bored when he saw

gathersd himself

May 12,

hope that we might state our business
briefly and bhegone

‘Mr. Frohman,” I said, as Betty hid
behind me Jike a frightened deer, “I
came to ask you

“Yes, ves, I know,” said the man-
ager. “"What do you think is your
particular line?"

“My particular line?" | asked.

“Yes, your particular line., Do you
think you can play Juliet, Camille, or
has somebody told you your talent
points to character work?”

He had taken me for a stage.struck
girl, after all. Betty snickered behind
me, and [ could not refrain from a
smile. Mr. Frohman's eyes narrowed
at me, and in a sort of musing way he
said:

“Well, T could use your eyes for
Juliet, and your teeth.”

Betty gave way at this, and I
laughed right in the manager’'s face.

““But not that jaugh,” he said quick-
ly, ‘and his well trimmed beard went
up in indignation that a thought of
Juliet could be entertained in the same
breath with a laugh like mine. I
somehow feit as though mine was not
a musical! chuckle, after all,

“You might posxsibly do eccentric
character work,” Mr. Frohman sug-
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gested with a sort of discouraging em-
phasis on the “mights’
hope you will excuse me

for anything

Gustave Frohman in “Bike” “ostume.

to think that it stood in the way of
my playing Juliet!

“What's the matter with my nose?"
I finally gained speech to ask while
Betty looked solemnly at the toe of
her patent leather pump. I couldn’t
quite bring myself to think that Be:ty
was not on the verge of an explosion.

“Well,” said Mr Frohman, ‘“‘vour
eyes and teeth are ideal for the part,
but Juliet must have more than that
~her features must ecarry out the
romantic conception the poet has
given her and yvour nose is just a trifle
out of joint

“Out of joint,” 1 shrieked clapping
my hands to my face to see just what
had happened to my nose since 1 had
gone into the Frohman office.

“My dear young lady, yon did rot
per: me to finish i was about tu
use the expression metaphorically and
not literally I was about to _say that
your nose ig out of joint with the
picture Shakespeare and many ac-
tresses have made familiar.”

“Oh!” T gasped =

Mr. Frohman had put down his
manuscript by this time and was fran-
tically moppmg his brow

“But 1 could make up my nose,
couldn't 1? Such a_ hing is possible.
Richard Mansfield had to make up his
nose to play Cyrano, and 1 can’'t see
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